26	MEN, MOVEMENTS, AND MYSELF
at a public-house which was situated on the site now occupied by
the new Exchange Buildings. Need compelled me to take the
first job that I could find, but I did not pretend to like the kind of
start I had to make. The public-house was a small one-roomed
affair, with a living room in the basement, and sleeping rooms on
the two upper storeys; it was much frequented by salesmen from the
adjacent market, by betting men, and by women whose habits of
life were not beyond reproach. During the few months that I
remained there I saw and heard much that no boy should be per-
mitted to see and hear, and only the fear of another period of
unemployment prevented me from at once leaving a place that I
both hated and feared.
The situation had, however, one compensating advantage.    It
gave me a few free hours on Sunday afternoons, which I usually
spent at Lenton, one of the suburbs of Nottingham, then a detached
village, where Mrs, Kirk, in whose employment I had been at
Hazleford Ferry, had become the tenant of the Three Wheat
Sheaves Inn,    Mrs. Kirk was a short, stout, florid woman, who
had an abominable temper and a very kind heart.    For days on
£nd she would nag and scold, complain and threaten, until life with
her became almost unbearable.    But she had frequent outbreaks
of kindly and almost motherly consideration.    While in her service
my life was divided into periods when nothing that I could do
pleased her, and other periods when I could do nothing wrong,
On her bad days she would accuse me of having faults of character,
which often made me fear that I had been born with a depraved
nature.   During one of her storms of temper she wrote to my
parents complaining of my 'disobedience and idleness,' asserted
that I had only * cleaned out and milked two cows with a good deal
of scolding,' that I was 'very untruthful,' and was not asked to
begin work before * half-past six o'clock in a morning/    This
letter, dated 3oth November 1878, when I was thirteen years of
age, is before me as I write.    It was written a long time ago, and
I cannot be certain that there was no truth in these complaints,
but that^my alleged faults were grossly exaggerated I have not the
least doubt.    'Disobedient/ and even * untruthful/ I nuy have
been; but I am convinced that the charge of 'idleness' had no
foundation in fact; and I am equally sure that the fiery old lady
repented having written the letter long before it reached its des-
tination.   How little she herself believed in these charges was
shown by the fact that when I visited her at Lenton she persuaded

